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II. 

UNPUBLISHED FRAGMENTS OF THE "LITTLE" 

PERIOD. 

By Thomas Mooee. 

As the bird with trembling pinion 

First attempts the faithless gale, 
Till the Tempest's rough dominion 

Drives her to the sheltered vale, 
On the dripping spray sits mourning, 

There replumes her little wing, 
Soon triumphant Sol returning 

Bids her soar aloft and sing : 

So fond dreams of embryo pleasure 

Early taught my breast to glow ; 
While I grasped illusive treasure 

Sober wisdom waked to woe. 
Still kind Hope a ray discloses 

Peeping from the winter's frown ; 
Thorns of anguish teem with roses, 

Sorrow's thistle has its down. 



I saw her where in life's first bloom 

She sprung, and marked the spot ; 
And when the wintry weather came, 

I took her to my cot, 
And watched her growth, that none might tread 
Where sweetly, from her modest bed, 
Raised her unassuming head 
My lily of the vale. 
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Then stay to-night, and deign for once 
To Mess a poor man's home ; 

For you my simple store I'll spread, 
For you my ale shall foam : 

But turn aside, and do not tread 

Where sweetly, from her modest bed, 

Lifts her unassuming head 
My lily of the vale. 



Dame Nature first laid down the rule, 

And Time has improved on her plan, 
That he ofttimes may be a great fool 

Whom Fortune has made a great man. 
For, though ragged Poverty looks melancholy 
That she has no charter for madness and folly, 
Yet, among Fortune's minions, take this for a rule : 

By a wise reservation, 

All men in high station 

(No doubt for the good of the nation) 
Have got letters patent for playing the Fool. 



Glowing dreams my fancy fire, 
Ardent hopes my breast inspire ; 
Thoughts harmonious, visions bright 
Dance before my ravished sight. 
Arranged in sweet confusion, 
I catch each gay illusion, 
Till Fancy's eyeballs sink in night. 



Sweet roses and lilies, 
Each Chloe and Phillis 
By the poets of old have been settled to be. 
They've so rifled of flowers 
The groves, meads, and bowers, 
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There scarce is one left for a poet like me. 
Yet if the dear creature resembles a flower, 

'Tis a sprig of sweethrier, where blossoms the rose — 
An emblem at once of their sweetness and power, 

For it scratches your face while it tickles your nose. 

With a maid young and coy 

If you wish for to toy, 
She disdains with a frown what would give her heart ease ; 

While a widow of mettle 

Resembles a nettle : 
The closer you press her, the less you displease. 
Yet the whole of the sex most resemble my flower, 

The sprig of sweethrier, where blossoms the rose — 
An emblem at once of her sweetness and power, 
For it scratches your face while it tickles your nose. 

By all bards 'tis agreed 

An old maid's a dry weed, 
Who forgets while she blossoms that life's but a span ; 

And the sly hand of Time 

Having wasted her prime, 
She resolves, when too late, to take pity on man. 
Yet maids, wives, and widows resemble my flower, 

The sprig of sweetbrier, where blossoms the rose — 
An emblem at once of their sweetness and power, 
For it scratches your face while it tickles your nose. 



Divinity, Physic, and Law, 

Of the good things of life have possession ; 
And who wishes to put in his claw 
Must follow a learned profession. 
For if each vulgar elf 
Through the lucre of pelf 
Is permitted to humbug and pilfer his brother, 
The sons of the Church 
Will be left in the lurch, 
And Physic and Law may go hang one another. 
vol. cxxviii. — no. 266. 2 
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Be still, my bosom ; beat not so 
At thought of finding long-lost treasure ; 
Hope only brings this dream of pleasure 

To wake thee to severer woe. 
Yet thus by Hope we're treated : 

So sweetly she beguiles, 
The oft'ner we are cheated, 

The more we trust her smiles. 



None but her eye's mild beam of pleasure 

E'er can woun'd with cares my breast, 
None but her bosom's fragrant treasure 

E'er can lull those cares to rest. 
In vain all other scenes impart 

A respite from despair ; 
Her smile alone can heal the smart 

Which fixed the arrow there. 



"Woman still our faith abuses, 

Seems to scorn what most she wants ; 
Only coy when she refuses, 

To be kinder when she grants. 

Is she cold as winter's bosom ? 

Cold as wintry winds I'll be, 
But with kindness greet the blossom 

"Which unfolds its sweets to me. 

Is her cheek with anger flushing ? 

Ohloe's cheek shall smiles impart — 
Chloe's cheek, which, warmly blushing, 

Yields her lip to heal my smart. 
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Tis fixed ; I disdain 

Of my fate to complain ; 
Though the trial I prove is severe, 

'Tis better to know 

The full measure of woe 
Than to live on the rack of despair. 

Come, Pride, bring me back my soft hours of rest, 

While I blush for the pangs I endure j 
Oblivion, erase her false form from my breast, 

And scorn and contempt be my cure. 



I am a soldier, gentle lady, 

And know a soldier's duty ; 
With heart and hand am always ready 

To dry the cheek of weeping beauty. 

Then set thy beating heart at rest, 
And back recall that starting tear ; 

For, know, where valor warms the breast, 
Soft Pity is an inmate there. 



Honor is the poor man's dower, 
Peace and sweet content his lot : 

Wealth awaits the sons of Power, 
Him the lowly russet cot. 

Yet, humbly blest, the sons of Toil 
From nature's bounty may inherit 
As rich a heart, as high a spirit 

As the proud owner of the soil. 



The cry of battle charms no more, 
Where slaughter swells the tepid flood, 

And Yict'ry 'midst the cannon's roar 
Marks his groaning path with blood. 
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Farewell to the heart-rousing drum, 
And peace to the cannon's rude throat. 

Let the loud-clanging trumpet be dumb, 
And the fife cease its shrill piercing note. 

For Love shall now with sweeter sounds 

His Io Paean breathe, 
And on the laurel's blood-stained bough 

Ingraft his myrtle wreath. 



Hence with wrinkled care and sorrow ! 
Gloomy thought may cloud to-morrow ; 
Here to-night, with festive glee, 
Mirth shall keep her jubilee. 

Still to bless this happy meeting, 

Kindred Love with Friendship vies — 

Hearts with honest rapture beating, 
Glowing cheeks and sparkling eyes. 



